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Summary: A novelisation of Half Life. Also my idea of Black Mesas 
history, and Gordans life afterwards. 2nd part of Prologue. About the 
Destrction of BMRC, and meet BMRF, where all of Half-life takes 
place 


1. Prologue Pt . 1 
Bent Reality 

>Written By Shawn Langhans<br>Prologue Pt . 1 
><br>April 1st, 1999. 7:39 A.M. 

><br> In the Western Hemisphere, the America is waking up to an 
average morning, for an average worker, and everything is as should 
be THhe only planned difference was the whole April Fools thing going 
around. Then one of the most unexpected things happened without 
warning. A small flying object could be seen in the sky. Barely... 

> <br> Until a '10:19' is issued from NASA itself rudely awakens many 
near by residents as an alarm goes off, and sends one hundred 
thousand Texans into alert and panic. Screaming can be heard every 
where, while nobody at all knows what is going on. Many smaller 
objects were in the sky now, none of them were noticed. 

><br> Then every national news broadcasting company magically appears 
in front of the building, looking for answers. A single man in a blue 
suit walks out of the Restricted-to-Public building and starts 
walking as hundreds of reporters swarm him as he was honey, and they 
were bees. The small flares of light in the sky, were yet not 
noticed, but falling down quick. 

><br> "Mr., what has happened here, why were these alarms set off. 

And what..." One reporter cut off by another, and the alarms suddenly 
turn off, just an hour before it turned on. Then another reporter 
stuck a microphone in the mans face. "Why is there no..." Then 
silence was broken as a loud whistling was heard from above. Then the 
screaming started again, as million of small asteroids could be seen 
in the sky. 

><br> The reporters all ran away except for two of them. Then the man 
spoke, very slowly, almost slithery. "Do not worry America, except 



those who live in Death Valley. For all of the golf-ball size comets, 
will do nothing more than an average M-1000 would do in a gallon of 
gasoline. Each one is headed for Nevada in the second driest place on 
earth. Death Valley." 

><br> A very large asteroid was now seen in the clouds, a lot larger 
than the man in suit. The camera man was kept looking at the 
asteroid. Then the man with the blue suit and snake like voice spoke 
again, "as much as you may think, that comet you see is only the size 
of your average truck, all of these comets are only 70 feet off the 
ground. So, for all those still watching, leave any tall buildings 
more than five stories high, if you don't you are in grave danger." 

><br> Without warning a loud explosion was heard in the distance. The 
cameraman adjusted his view on the man, and focused on a 
multi-storied parking lot, which was on fire. The fire looked very 
unusual, like it was burning off of fuel. Then many of the people 
still looking towards the sky, heard yet another explosion, and the 
camera man realized all of the cars were on fire. He ducked, dropping 
his camera, which was now facing the mans feet. 

><br> Yet, the man still standing there, spoke with a small amount of 
satisfaction. "Don't worry, just be careful. Don't expect a normal 
day. Later tonight the president will speak of this emergancy. Until 
then stay out of large buildings..." The man walked into NASA again, 
as if nothing was happening. Then all of the comets disappeared from 
sight . 

> <br> Every body was still frightened by the all of the action, 
which nobody planned or expected. After all of the fires were put out 
in the parking lot, which was the only hit from the asteroids. 
Everything else was left untouched except for maybe a few chunks of 
concrete in the road. Nobody was hurt, but many people frightened or 
terrified . 

><br> 

> April 1st, 1999. 7:21 P.M.<br> 

> The president appeared in front of the loud speaker and started his 

little speech on the day's events. " Hello my fellow Americans, today 
a catastrophe was almost struck in the states of Texas, Arizona, and 
Nevada. NASA has informed to me that we were hit by almost 350 small 

comets, and two or three bigger ones, " The man spoke as if he knew 

everything . <br> 

> " , but the truth is that we didn't see any of them until the first 

entered our atmosphere. As much as we know, we don't know one thing, 

where are they from. Simple as that. NASA has also informed me that 
today may have been the day of pranks and jokes, but this is not 
laughing matter. No casualties came of this natural disaster, but the 
collapse of a Arizona Apartment is still under investigation. We have 
reason to believe that this was no unexpected disaster, " <br> 

> In the small room with many reporters, and the president himself, 
all seemed to get a chill. The president was considering the fact of 
aliens. "Now I am going to put Dr. Calloway, from NASA's space and 
outer life program, " a man stepped up to the mike as the president 
sat down with his wife at his side. <br> 

> "Thank you Mr. President, now to business. Today at 8:13 A.M. a 
smaller comet hit us in Texas, right where us NASA scientists park. 
The Jefferson Parking Lot was hit by one of the low flying comets, 
whcih caught two cars on fire starting a series of fires. After the 
fires were put out, at 9:17 A.M., we were called in to examine the 
asteroid. "<br> 

> There was a slight pause in his voice, then he continued. "Well, 
first I need to give a small lesson for all those who don't know. 
Okay, an asteroid is made out of ice. A meteor is made out of Rock 



and hardened stone. And a comet is made out of iron, steel, and other 
metal materials. Well, we were hit by a lot of small comets. But the 
one we examined was made out of two unknown materials, and it was 
shaped almost perfectly like a sphere. The color of it was a black, 
which we think is from the fire. So," The thought of aliens crept up 
again as he spoke . <br> 

> ",to understand this better, we are planning to build a research 
center based off of NASA it self, dedicated purely on all of NASA's 
research on alien life. It may be short notice, but we are naming the 
project BMRC , which stands for Black Mesa Research Center. One third 
of our researchers are being sent for new employment when it is 
finished and opened." Everybody in the room looked relieved, as if it 
were the right thing to do. <br> 

> "Now do we can take some questions?" The president said. Many 
people, almost everybody, raised their hand. "You in the red dress." 
The young lady looked towards the Dr. Calloway. "When is the BRMC 
expected to be finished?" The man almost instantly responded, "It's 
BMRC, but we are still in the earliest levels of designing. All we 
have right now is an idea, and a mission. We are sure that it will be 
in the news after it's completion. Next question . "<br> 

> The scientist chose yet another female and she started to speak. 
"What kind of research will you be doing there?" The man looked 
worried, as if he didn't want to answer that question. "At this 
moment it is entirely classified, but all research will eventually be 
reported by a few men, and then you will find out more direct 
answers." Out of anger another man interrupted the scientist. "Please 
tell me this isn't going to be a Area 51-type cover-up." <br> 

> Now anger was seen in the Dr. Calloways eyes. "Sir, you have no 
reason to believe that Area 51 even exists, it was just a base that 
caught it's fame through one or two movies. And if you believe that 
movies tell all, well then you should know that we will be 
researching E.T. or what not. We are not here to debate over the 
existents of a military base, we were here to talk about recent 
events. Good Day." The man bolted out of the room, and many people 
were left in shock, including the president . <br> 

><br>December 30th, 1999. 11:36 A.M. 

><br> The last of the equipment was installed, and Black Mesa 
Research center was finished, on the dawn of a new millennium. The 
large building was kept secret. The building itself was placed in a 
gorge, exactly fifty feet below ground. The only above ground 
entrance was the lobby, which was behind two feet of titanium doors 
and walls. And the only windows were in the lobby, which were two 
feet thick of plast ic/steel fibered glass. The building was so secret 
it would take a 15 minute tram ride to enter. 

><br> The research center, completed in less than twelve months, 
already had a full employment line set up. Every thing was finished 
except for the experiments that were planned days after the comet hit 
in Arizona, the larger one contained an alien sample, which was the 
real reason for BMRC. Time was coming. 

><br> Every thing was still being set up in Black Mesa. The 
technology they had was beyond the years time. Actually Black Mesa 
had many purposes other than the expected "E.T. research". The 
scientists, just moving in before New Years Eve, had already started 
ideas for there work. Weapon specialists, nuclear physicists, 
doctors, everybody there had some kind of degree in something. Even 
the security guards had to at least have 2 years in college. 

><br> The last remaining object was being shipped into the building. 

A very large generator, was shipped in over twenty six large crates. 
The very last thing to be constructed into the research center. 
Everything else in the building was to be called research, equipment. 



or experiments. The most important object was implanted in the 
building. This was when the very first of the troubles began. 


><br>Authors Note: This was the first part of the prologue. It was 
supposed to show my perspective of what happened to creat Black Mesa. 
It was also, if you caught this, supposed to show the first glimpses 
of the Administrater . Sorry, for the lack of action, but it should 
get better. Next Chapter: It will explain events before Half Life 
took place, like why the sample that was in Half Life was so 
important . 


2. Prologue Pt . 2 
Bent Reality 

>Written By Shawn Langhans<br>Prologue Pt . 2 
><br>January 6th, 2000. 11:45 A.M. 

><br> All of the final preparations were complete. So the experiment 
was to be started. In the midst of the building, something was 
strange about the large red sample of pure radiation and three 
unknown materials. The beginning of it just started. 

><br> A young scientist. Dr. Gregory Cross, was the lucky man chosen 
to insert the crystal into the generator. All he was whereing was a 
to-small clean suit that made him look like a alien from the sixties. 
Which just made him worry even more that the suit probably wasn't 
going to protect him for shit. 

> <br> "Dr. Cross, if you will just get the generator running. Atop 
the ladder is a control panel, all you need to do is flip the switch. 
Then we will give you instructions of what to do next." The loud 
voice in the speakers told the man what to do. Although Dr. Cross 
felt weird about the whole thing, he went to work as any other person 
would . 

> <br> He did as the man told, and when he was climbing the ladder he 
got a weird feiling in his lower gut. 'Just remember Greg, you are 
doing something new, not completely dangerous ' , Greg convinced 
himself into believing everything was okay. He got off the ladder on 
the platform over twenty feet off the ground, and walked over to the 
small panel. The metal 'clang' he heard after every step made him 
even more worried about the situation a little bit more. 

><br> "Good Dr. Cross, now just hit the red button then we will give 
you even more instructions. Nothing to worry about." Greg tried to 
ignore every word the man said, because it only made it worse. "And 
the monkey flipped the switch." Greg dropped his fist on the large 
red button that he was informed to push. 

><br> "What was that Dr. Cross? Never mind that, just climb the 
ladder to the base floor, and wait for the sample to be released." 
Greg walked over to the ladder. Then he looked to his left to see the 
rotors of the giant generator start to spin. "Okay, generator is at 
15%. " Greg continued down the ladder and ignored the announcements 
from a different scientist. 

><br> Half way down the ladder he looked at the generator again as a 
blinding flash of electricity went off, as two bolts of lighting 
seemed to come from the top of the generator all the way to the 
bottom. 'Greg, everything is under control. Don't worry!' Greg 
thought, without even noticing the scientist. "Generator is at 30%. " 
Greg dropped the last three steps of the ladders as he walked towards 
the small cage to the right of him. 

><br> Another bolt of electricity went down from the top straight 
into the middle, where the sample was going to be inserted. Then a 
hatched door from behind the cage opened. A small machine rode out 



carrying the red crystal, the one that was going to be inserted in 
the generator. The large machine now started spinning faster, and the 
two outer bolts of electricity started to rotate. "Generator is at 
50%. Its going steady." 

><br> "Dr. Cross, please push the cart carrying the sample into the 
laser. Don't fall in though, it kill you instantly. After that head 
over here in the blast shelter and your job is complete." Just the 
thought that he could finally get the job finished was a mind 
pleaser. He grabber the cart by one hand and started to push it into 
the large bolt of yellow electricity. The moment the red crystal 
touched that bolt, all hell broke loose. "Greg! GET OUT OF THERE!" 
Screamed one of the scientists. 

><br> Greg just stood there and watched in horror as the large 
spinning generator slowly fell apart, while still going at it's top 
speed of 190 m.p.h. "GREG! THE DAMNED THING IS GOING TO TAKE THIS 
PLACE SKY HIGH! ! !" Greg ran as fast as he could to the small blast 
pit next to the cage, and the doors bolted on the blast pit. Greg was 
locked out . . . 

><br> The scientists inside just stared at him as to say 'Your times 
up, ' or 'Everyman for himself'. Greg started screaming and banging on 
the door. "LET ME IN YOU FUCKERS! OH SHIT! OH SHIT!!!" He looked back 
for the very last time as he saw the generator rotors detach and fly 
off the hooks right into the blast pit. He ran in absolute horror of 
his own death. Everybody in the blast pit were dead. All of the 
scientists were gone except for him. 

><br> The large generator was thrashed, and it was on fire. The young 
scientist just waited for it to explode. Greg knew it was coming. It 
wasn't avoidable. "Gina, I'll miss you!" Greg thought about his 
fiancA© for the last time. A massive blinding green flash filled his 
memories, followed by a large green explosion that quickly ended his 
life. Everything in a half-mile radius was gone. Nothing lived. 
Another Death Valley was slammed into an Arizona Desert. 

><br> Black Mesa Research Center was demolished. The governments plan 
wasn't finished though. The moment the explosion hit the news the 
very same man from the presidents speech was back. A news reporter 
introduced the man. "Everybody, please welcome Dr. Calloway." The man 
walked onto screen as everybody in America awaited his news. 
"Yesterday, January 6th, Black Mesa Research Center was demolished by 
a group of terrorists. Nobody was harmed in the terrible attack on 
our research center." 

><br> "Although many people were terrified, they are all getting paid 
vacations. For the BMRC itself, well the work on it will not be 
continued. We haven't found anything in the last month that we needed 
to find in a week. All of NASA's funding towards the project was cut. 
That is all." The man stepped out of the screen, and the lens focused 
back on the reporter. "For more information on BMRC, go to NASA's 
homepage. In other news, the Cuban boy was returned..." News about 
Black Mesa was over, something people tried to ignore. 

><br>July 20th, 1999. 

> <br> It wasn't over though. The moment the man spoke of the 
terrorist attack on BMRC, a new building was already under 
construct ion . In Black Mesa, New Mexico, a new facility was being 
built, but it's circumstances were very different. A new name, a new 
occupation, and a more realistic location. Black Mesa Research 
Facility, was to be known as an abandoned Missile Facility, which 
took place in Black Mesa itself. By May the building was completed... 

><br> It was alot bigger than the original BMRC, and was alot more 
secure. The massive base was many floors below ground. The above 
ground section looked like an abandoned Missile Base, with tons of 



disabled bombs for show. Also another Tram System was above ground. 
The base was in a large crevice, also next to a very large cliff. The 
base had many levels of security. Even though the terrorist attack 
was a cover-up, the management thought there shouldn't even be a 
risk . 

><br> Black Mesa was fully operational again. The completion of the 
second base was full-proof. The administrator from NASA was there to 
see all of the compilation of experiments and discoveries. A much 
more stable sample was acquired. And a much more powerful generator 
was created. BMRF wasn't going to make the same mistake as it's 
predecessor. Management was completely regulated. So was security. 
Black Mesa was so secure, that if anything every went wrong, the 
government was allowed to put it into lockdown. And to silence the 
scientists . . . 

><br> That day, the same experiment was to be scheduled, and 
attempted. Gordon Freeman, an average scientist, is going to wake up 
to one very bad day. The world would awake to find their hands in a 
single scientist. 

><br>Authors Note: Very little action, but it is only the prologue. I 
am going to start working on the actual story now, so don't stop 
reading yet. Another thing, Greg is a new character, and he wasn't 
famous, so don't think he is going to be mentioned again in this 
story, he was sort of a space filler. Next Chapter: Gordan will wake 
up late and arrive to work as if it were any other day. . . 


End 
f ile . 



